
DOUGHBOY DOPE
By Dope the Doughboy

DISCHARGE COMMAND:
Rem', Aim.FIRED!

w .ELL, we've finally turned our

back <i' th.t F<:<¦,r.ecr.cr, after
."¦Ttl tumid him on his bac!:.

front!

f'J'c (¡ht remark thai 01' Glory lias
been «¦'..¦ '¦¦¦¦', ¦'¦ v. iderabiy. She's got
; c ¦¦< cd tripot.

UY STARS!

As tin girl remarked wJteii her khaki
tut.' her: "Vom have forward

arm Man tel!"
HALT!

}'i ' h: i yci ¡a -i« the cootie that
stopped a bullet a id sa cd the life of

curt

THAT'S ONE ON YOU!

Thosi ¦¦¦t"1 chaps who became dough¬
boys ¦'-'' "."¦¦ revert to type as HOE-
HOYS.

-.-*¿J-, / K J, \
Sl. mû me. \ "-<£./-:. W^WI

OU HOY!

One buddy who "visited" Germany
dur., g the mêlée, remarked that from
hearing .,o much German spoken lie
judged the place ;as full of alic;\ ;.

REST!
Oi 'hat <¦ lotta people came frqm Mil-

'"" "'.'.' and Cinch nali.

\
Leaving the nerrice ü like a gun bcittg

discharged minus the kick,-

HOW COME!

Ti-.e greatest ground for discharge yet
discovered here ;.<. advanced by o Little
Nemo who hag been clerking it over a

type machine and claim* to have a /iorf<-
1i.i).>. vtditing ¡or him ¡v a ehootirtg gal¬
len/-

fc ft

HAS ALEUT'

"licit,, doughboy!"
"I 't 1,1 t ¡"i dough.>'¦

**ptc% toen in' thetn (lieai leopard
cktbet, "." i ' ''.¦' plain beg now."

tORtfE!
.1 rench anchCainp/piibhshtiu'nt Upton.

When the Doughboy
Came Tlome

. in 1816
THE doughboy of 184G, crabbing

agin the guvment in one

breath and poking fun at his
own legless condition in the

next, had the advantage over the dough¬
boy of 1919 in that he had a poet in¬
stead of a publicity bureau to analyze
his morale.
James Russell l.o&çll, whose centen¬

nial has just been celebrated, long ago
discovered the profolems of reconstruc¬
tion and unemployment of returning
soldierj$uud immortalized tlumi in the
letters of "Birdofredum Sav.in." a vet¬
eran of the Mexican border war. "Bird-
ofrcdum" was a frequent and volumi¬
nous contributor to the Biglow Tapéis.
Perhaps no humorist of the Toul sector
has improved on "BirdofredumV
wound psychology as it appear.', in the
following lines:
I spose you v.oTid.r wnro I be; I can't toll,

f r the ~.oul o' me.

Exacly vare 1 be myself niecnln' by that
the boll of me.

Wen I left Hum. 1 had two legs, an' they'
worn't bud or.¿3 neither

the scaliest trick they ever played ru«.

bringin' on me hither),
Now one on 'em's I dunno ware they

tHought I mi?, a-dyin',
An' sawed it off. because they said 'twin.

kind of mor.ifyin':
Tin wiilin' to believe it war. an' yil 1 don't

see ii uthe r

Wy one should take to fcclin' cheap a

minuit sooncr'n t'other.
Scnco both wuz crj u 11 y to blame; but

things is ez they be;
It took on so they took i' off, an' thct's

enough f^r me.

There's one goo«l thins though to be said
.-bout my wooden new one

The liquor can't git into it rz.'t used to in
; the true one;

So it save,, drink; an' then, besides, a
feller couldn't beg

A creltcr blcs3in' then lo hev one oilers
seller peg:

It's trdc a chap's in want o' two fer fol-
lei'in' a drum.

But all the march I'm u,> to now is jest
to Kingdom Come,

I've loot one eye, but thct'a .1 lo3_ it'.-
easy to supply

Out o' the «-lory M.e: I' gut, fer the! is
all ny eye;

An' one is big enough, ¡juc.s, by «lili-
gcutly usii.' it

To see all 1 shall ever git by way <«' pay
for losin' it.

Off'cers 1 notice, \\ h«> git paid IV r all our
thumps an' kicku.'s,

Mu .< 'i by konpin' single eyes arlcr the
fattest pieliln's,

So, " the eyo's put fairly out, I'll larn to
go v ithout it

An' not allow myßölf to be no gret put
out about it.

Now, le'mc seo, the! ian'l all; I used, 'fors
1'avin' Jaalani,

To «.otic; things qn my linge f-ends, but
sutthin' seems to ail 'em:

Ware's my left hand? O. ilrat it. yes. I
recollect wut's come on't:

I haint r,o left arm but my right, an' thet's
gu jest a ii uni h on't

l¡ haint so bendy ez it wuz to cnl'Uttc a

sum on't,
I've lied some ribs broke «,1 b'liavç:, I

haint kep' no account on 'cm;
Wen pensiona git to he the talk I'll siHtlc

tie amount on 'em.
An' now I'm speakii}' about rib'-, it kin'

o' brings to mind
Ore Hui, I couldn't never break the one

I left behind!
ii:' you diould soe her. jest clear out lile

pout o' your invention
An' pour out the longest sv/catniu' In

about an annool pen.ihm,
An' kin' «>' hint «in c i.ic, you kpqw, Jhe

ci liter should refuao to be
Consoled) I oint so ':<>pennive «to keep ez

vu: used to he:
There1! one arm less, ditto ono cj -, an'

hen in' I« «: the1,' ; wooden
(_'< ;i be took o.', in' aot aw--:;- w« never

hi r's .-, pudilit>'.

Hfl IFtDOFREDUM" approached the
unemployment problem, too, withB

n suggestion which sor.vs not yet to
have occurred to the editors of 1919:

They say the quarrel's 'settl«d now; for
my part I'm- .««iiio doubt, on't,

"i"ll take niore ñsh-tíltlp than folks think
to ;.,.ke the rile cleaii out on't;

At any rate I'm so used up 1 can't <!«> no

more 'ightin'.
The on'y chance that's left to mc is poli-

t ics or v ri tin';
Now, ez, the people's «;-iit to he a miling-

tary man,
An' I ain't notliin' else jcr.l now', t'vi hit

upon a plan:
The can'idatln' line, you know, 'ould suit

mc to a 'i'.
An' ef I los«, 't wunt hurt my cars to lodge

another floe-;
Üo I'll set up cz can'idatc fer any kin' of

office
il mean fer any that includes good easy-

cheers an' softies.
ITcr ez tu run »in' fer a place war.-" work's

the timo o' day,
You know thet'fl '.«ut I never «lid except

be other way )
lit" it'-, the presidential cheer l'or v ich I'd

better run.

Wut l 'v o legs aiiywurcs about could keep
up v. ilh my one '.'

¡'here ain't no kind o' quality in can'idatcs,
it's said,

bo useful e" h wooden leg except a

wooden hcud;

Tin re's nothin' nln't s«> poppylar (wy, it's
a nrrfcct sin

To think w.:i Mexico Vo. paid fer Santy
Army's Lin :

Then haint ^-ut no prinecrples, an', senes
'
wuz kne'e-high,

! never did hev any grct, ez you can

testify;
I'm a decide«! peace-man tu, an' go agin

tiic war,

her now the hoil on't 's gone an' past,
wut is there to go for?

Ef wile you're 'lectioneerin' 'round, some

citrus chaps should beg
T«) knoW my views o' state affairs, jest

answer WOODEN LEG!
I'.f they ain't settisiicd with thet, an' kin'

o' pry an' doubt
An' ax for sutthin' defl'ynit, jest say ONE

EYE PUT OUT!
Thet kin' o' talk, 1 guess, you'll find'll

answer to n charm
An', wen you're druv tu nigh the wall,

hoi' up my missin' arm;

i'lf they should nose 'round fer a pledge,
put on n vartooua look

An' tell 'cm tint's precisely wut I never
gin nor took!

Then there air oilier good hooraws to
dror on ez. you need 'em,

.'ceh as the ONE-EYED SLARTERER, the
BLOODY BIRDOFREDUM;

Them's wut takes hold o' folks thet think,
ez well ez o' the masses,

An' makes you sartin o' the nid o' good
men of ¡Ml classes.

IT IS a wonderfully living account

which a certain unnamed gunnery

sergeant of the Marines give3 in

"The Independent" under the head¬

ing, "That's How'It Feels To Be Shot."

The narrative, one is advised by the edi¬

tor, wag' scrawled in the form of rough
notes in a shell hole at Château Thierry,
just before and during the fight, and then

when he lay wounded. "Loss of blood

had already begun to cause the weak¬

ness* reflected in the last few sentences,
but this abruptly vanished in the terse

official report which closes the story."
This gunnery sergeant belonged to the

»ill Regiment of the United States Ma¬

rines.a regiment which received both

the Croix tie Guen*£ and the Legion
d'Honneur. Following is the account:

"This is the memory of the sunset a pale
radiancjB mysteriously melting into sum¬

mer's ¡¡Sriigtit. We t*rc on a broad, com;

fortablc hill slope; it spreads wall to the

right and well to the left, and it r»achcs
down to a little woody ravine. The other

siii" of the rt'.vinn h steep; it also i-

wooded; it is not. high', but reaches above

the Uve*! oí my eyaa as I stand on «he hill

älopc. What brilliant starlight!

i^"On the liill slop*; w^ùi^ ho:e s. They are

grave-like, but shallow. The hole I dig nay

rave my life. Shells scream "hen th?y come.

They njÉfie r. great noise when they esplode.
They., kill. We dig these boles .to hide in¬

to crouch and shiver in. It seems strange to

dig in the starlight r. hole that may save

my life. Ft i§ cuite cool- the night, I sup¬

pose; digging v. ill warm me. This clay is
stiff-hard to dig. In the dawn we will go

un and over that steep bank on the other
side of the ravine. There will be bullets
to meet us. 1 hope we will not be hurried

up the bank! It is so steep. I am tired.
How strange they look a3 they dig their

iittle graves! So \vc go over in the dawn. 1
must dig. What will it be like? Screams,
shell«, búllete, blood. 1 must dig faster or

there will be no time for sleep. What is tac

use of sleeping? Wc go over in the morn¬

ing. The fresh earth is cool. How dark it

looks in the starlight! TI1Í3 time to-mor-

row- Hom<i ¡8 so far away, no removed, so

remote, and consequently so doubly and

desperately dear. In the dawn v.c go
over. Will we go through the woods or will
it be done in the open? Will the day break
any differently to-morrow? The stars say
'\o!* The hole is deep enough. I wonder if
it is long enough.

"How cool and moist! 1 sec nothing but
a patch of dark sky and the swimming star.*.
Hero I stay until dawn the inevitable dawn.
I hope it will be a clear day. I wonder what
a real bed would feel like. Oh, New York!
So far away. The lights.the crowds.the
theatres! 'The'subway-- the taxis! Home!
I am in a dark hole. Earth, then me and
then sky. I feel aloje. I may die to-mor¬
row. I don't think so, but I may. It is the
only thing-that is not inevitable. The stars,
the dawn, the ruin, tho line of boys, th^ bul¬
lets, shell", oil .-«re inevitable, My death i*j
not. I -"eel quit** safe and secure. I nin glad
that I fim well trained. Sleep is slow. I hud
better Close my «-yea. We go over in the
dawn. Hoys will drop dead. It wem« hard.
It is inevitable.

"Dawn. This is the d«y we do ¡t. I inn-t

my pack logeth'or. Titile to fall in
¡o**in a line. Time to become part of a

unit tun<* to .top being one's srlf. How
sleepy and unintercuting c.cry one looks!
They don't look as they ought to look be¬
tör? going over. Here w<* go. Wo do pol
kocp »tep. H is noc Important that v,*

i »hou)d. Who has a eigarttt»? Smoke is good

at dawn before going over. wish they
would not hurry so! The bank is steep,
The underbrush is holding us hue'-;. Hoc; it
kiiov.- more about this thing we arc- going lo
do than we ourselves? Perhaps, ml it is
v. ritten Mia' we go on. A few steps further.
We deploy. I am no longer s part of a
column. I am an individual s '¡¿in. The
summit! Now \\r: the bullet and the shells!

"Long level fields of yellow graim dotted
with scarlet poppies gently whispering to

strange breezes; banked against the further
edge, a ragged wood. Brilliant sunshine
brilliantly blue sky. Birds sine,-. I» this
war'.' There must, be a mistake. The sky
is blue, the sunshine brilliant, the fields

__

beautiful and the birds are singing. Why,
this hi not a proper place t«. light! How
golden the wheat fields are! There goes a

bullet, ami another, and 1 think I heard a

third. They make r thin, painful whine.
They come from r, dif.ts.hce. A lark is sing¬
ing, am moving forward. How bright the
sunshine is! Look out! They have seen
us. Keep moving, I cannot feel my lega at.
all, yet I move forward. Thai man is hit.
He limps. Will you be able to keep
moving after you have been hit? How
the;,' whine! We can never make it!
That man's face i'. like a mass of bloody
rags. !!¦ should keep h is hands awn;,- from
it. Why doesn't some one make him stop
screaming? dor.': like this place. Keep

moving. Your turn has not come. Will my
name really be on Hie bullet that hits me'.'
"There's a shell. What an explosion! The

smoke ir, like a might) tree springing up in
full foliage. Leo'.; at that boy! Where is
his arm'.' What a shriek shells make! Will
1 leap into the air if I am hit'.' That man

«lid. Will I'.' could never leap quite as

high as he did.
"Oh, those bullet..- those sh.l'...! Let's

hurry and get somewhere. This place is
horrible. That fell coso. Something wet
wet find hot,- in my face. Wipe it away,
wipe it, ..way. You are not hurt; some one
eh.e. Keep going. You are not hit. Keep
moving. Step over tlvfet man.i Why don't
the)- get me? Keep gibing. Oil', the wheat!

n- -ü
IN 1D141Ö

In 101 If there trcrc fire diltiml
brittle areas.the Marxie Ihr
Aisne Nancy, Alsace and
Ypre».mid Ihr rit ruf o* er.nn

/»'i. corroed fi»; then inn* very
large /ti J9I5 bofh tide* had
nctl'cd doxtxt to trench xna-rtarr
and there tcc>c only three batth
areas.Scuva ChoprlU Loos

and Chaxnpnpnr
if il

FOUR YEARS FIGHTING ON Till. WK?TKRN FRONT
IN 10U'.

The near 1916 :rnx th* period
¡it ihr »ncccttnvi battles pi
1 erdun _»;:<* Of I Ux?d offen-
¦il« r on ,'*e Siatnnic 7 in ,''nht-
i-m/. in which 1.000,000 men
;rere kilted and wounded: roa.i
concentrated i.i 'tro Itin'tfeu nrcai
xn'/rr than /.'" nu/f apar l

IN I91S
7Ti. feature of .ft. Hunting a'
/Í>7«S ¡««i- /Íí«7/ nf.'r«- ffr« iflr/y
German offensive had bean
checked ci baffled the entire
.tilted /:n. «.ein forward in a
meal aencril a's/txtlt There
nrre seien main theaters of
tear, bul till i losch/ connected

IN 1917
In 1917 the fighting spread
along a greater length of line,
tkan in tOlt! It consisted main¬
ly of eight Allied offensives with
limited objectives.one at Ver¬
dun, three in the A urne Ridge*
district, and one each tn the
regions of Cambrai, ihr. Vimy
Ridge Yprea (the Messincs

Ridge), and Flanders

Oh. the dead hoys! i knew it would be hor¬
rible.

"Keep moving. The whine and the hiss
of the bullets. There's another shell. What.
are we supposed to be doing? Where are
we going? This is slaughter. Something
has splashed on me! Never mind push on.
Move! Go on! Down! Drop quickly! Dig.Use bayonet.anything. Dig. Hurry. I mus:
try to be calm. Dig. Throw the dirt up in
front .it gives protection. Dig faster. Keepdown, but di*;. Your turn has not come.
Keep digging.
"There goes that boy. He's dead. A

second ago alive, now dead. Bullets still
thump him. He does not jump as theythump him, I hear a lark singing. Dig.Keep on digging. Oh, I'm hit.in the leg.I'm hit in the log. What should I do about
it? I'm wet.warm wet on my leg. It oughtto hurl. Warm wet running down my leg.Do something about it. (jet up and run to
a deeper hole. Hurry blood is running. Myblood! It lies vet and n'd on the green
grass. Blood on the grass. Get up. Hurry!Hurry! .My leg. it gives at the knee hut
holds me. Hurry! There!

"My, my! Sitting i:i a hole wounded
alone. Cut the leg of the trousers. The
knife is eold on my warm wet leg. Th<
hlooil is beautiful in the .sunshine. 'Tin
wound! I must examine it. Why, that':
not' bad, that's not bad. Just a hole, n sor
of rip. lied, of course; everything is re<
**round here. It ¡s not a bad wound. Band
age it up. Quick! The blood again! Wra¡it around and around.wrap it tightly. Ihurts. Never mind. Wrap i! tightly. There ! Iis difficult to move my leg. Tiiis is a nielittle hole am in; quite comfortable, quit«Much better then out ther«-* in the opei "Id. These ere bullets whining o\-er.wonder who they are-getting. Not tue:

"There's an ant on that grass blade tithere on the edge of the hole. I do not thirthat ants care for blood. Flies do. I'M«do. I must drive them away. The blo<has soaked through. Let it soak. It v.:stiffen. I can't keep them away. Let. the
eat. Should I say drink? A few are f'i¡shed. Why do ;hçy remain so nearclean their feet and wings? Is it. the sushine that makes their bodies look so pii
as they settle on the grass blades to cle;their feet and wings? I; it the sunshine,something else? (.lei out! Fly away! <
feed on dead boys. What a swarm! Wh
.". light. My leg « pounding close to t
wound. My wound- all mine. Drive awthose flies.

"It is hot. My leg throb*;, throb:;, thro
Some one must bring water. I am thirs
Ling the bell. Drive those ilies away. P!ei
bring soin«.* water. .;.:-: ;. little. ¡' *-..

please, please. Oh, I'm hot! Burnir
My wound. What wr.s that'.' Some <

calling? I must be calm. Be calm.
have got to be quiet, quiet. Ail dayquiet with the flies and the b!ood.
.»hells can scream- you must not,
"What time is it? How long am ! s

no-il to stay here? How blue the skyThere should be a few snow-white c!o
floating in it. Then it would seem m
rea1. There goes that bird again. 1
isn't much fun. 1 have had much be
tini:.-, than th¡3.mu-íli better. There
not so many shells now. ] will look
sec what is going on.

"A man digging, Good work. H" i
dead. I'll call to him bo he will know Ihere. He waved and laughed. Look
those helmetcd heads sticking up out
their holes! Comrades, all oí them.
smiling and up 10 sec w'.io laughed. Vthis Isn't so bad after all! Not at all
"Here coir.es some one. lie stoops

as he run-. Lookii-g for me7 Yes, her
comes. A ronnerj What does he w
He look * anxious, i don't blame him. Ihe get; .« hi or unipei ;:« *a hiia
bole will hold u- both. How he puffs
civnlco*'* of water! It's warm oh, how ;Some mor« good! Fine! Fine! IV
command, am i? Good Lord. I'm in
i.'.r.iu,: I'm scared green, Happy just
ain- I'lapn; .'. *-"'; '-' ' f ¦'¦ '"¦'.'
toe. Send a report back. Let mo see.
of course, that's the thing to do!

"-. -H the Major everything Ö. K. Gi
objective easily. Many WOUndod «emEnforcements and stretcher-bearers.' "

TALES THEY'LL TELL
By Howard Diet/

OQ Some have sailed the sevtnf ...,
^ A«a weathered fight und

squall,
While some have felt uo ocean's breeze
Or been to sett at all.

Bui when they reach the folks at home,
Each mail of them will pull

That mighty yarn about the foam,
Which a ost tii us cull "bull.''

Aid if you'll lend a ready car,
Some sample talcs we'll let you heir.

THE SEAMAN'S TALE
'Twss just four bel!s by the bo un's watch
When up I climbed to the nest.

I took a chew of my butterscotch
And scanned the east and the west.

Then suddenly there was n perl tope«r

Straight out on the wet expanse!

But I was hep to this German dop
I took il in at a glance.

cried, "Scope ho!'' t«> 'em down below
And the cry came. "Where awa;

And quick I said. "'.: is dead ahead"
And peeled my blouse for the fray

The dep'h bomb scuttled o!T the deck,
And you should have seen the

When we made that ubmarinc a v '¦¦
And lambasted every Hun.

And similarly, van'! yon know,
The yeoman pulls the lengthy bon

THE YEOMAN'S TALE
My pen was cpckçd behind my car,
My shade was on my eyi

I did not show a trace of fear.
Although showed surprise.

"Dictation!" yelled the skipper lc
And then I .pilled the Greg;

And saved a vast and tniglity crov
Because I shook a leg.

The corpsman tells just how his corpi
With him assisting.won live war.

THE CORPSMÁPÍ'S TALE
I battled with many «,i. eases
The measles, the mumps and the "flu.'

I handled no .word, but I worked in th«
ward,

And 1 aiw :.;-... knç v ju -, ii.;. to

Zi\X doctoring limbered 'the service;
Each ailment and ¡;.rm was my nu-:;-.

|--ü?ft.

f.?m^^fe>
When bomb-shock would make a man

nervous,
! broujrht him right back to his feet.

And thus cadi man nho hears the blue
Will hand his friends r lii:c or two.

O! Some hare sailed the secev seas

And weatheved fight and roitil!.
While some hare felt u<> ocean's breeze

(lr beer to sea ot all.

But ¡c'lCn the'/ each tlic foils at hoiM,
Each man of them will pull

'flint mighty itani about the foatn
II kich most of «a call "6wtt."
From Navy Life, Illustrations by
Goodwin.


